60        LETTERS OF GEN. BENJAMIN F. BUTLER
From Mrs. Butter to General Butler
LOWELL, August 14th, 1864
DEAREST: You dear letters come daily.   Thank Heaven there is this means of communication.   It is almost like seeing you when I pull off the envelope and read what you are doing. But what shall I do if you do not get mine?   They must go regularly by this.   Bennett directed those from Baltimore and N. York.   They were very desponding, so that it will be as well if you do not get them.   Blanche and I have been to church this forenoon.   How far back it looks from the first year we went there.   Yet too, it seems but a day.   You can trace the lapse of time by looking round the church and seeing the young boyish and girlish faces grown grave and middle-aged.   I waited longer in the aisle than usual, and spoke with most of those I knew.   Some of them wished the war was over and we all back at home.   So do I, or travelling wherever we thought it best or most attractive.   I feel as though we were moving on through a land of dreams, each one more strange and significant, as they are marshalled along, than the one that preceded it. While I sit here now so quietly writing to you, and look back at these visions of life and those that are now passing, and behold my other self struggling and striving, torn by conflicting passions, frantic with emotion, I am amazed at my present self so still, calm, almost happy at this hour, looking at it all as if I had passed beyond it, as I have for a time; feeling that life's fitful dream has been the same, since time began, varied only by different individuality.   Every life is worthy of much pity, it is so mixed with trouble.   No life is so bad that we should dare condemn it.   I have pursued this longer and differently from what I intended.   I feel cheerful and wish to write so.   This afternoon we go over to see Milton's house.   It is not yet completed, that is, the additions.   Tomorrow or the next day we shall have another picnic.   Johnny Kimball told me today that he saw Kinsman in Boston, that he would be here tomorrow or some day this week.   But we want to see you, and Dr. McCormick.   We have reasoned on the chances until we fully expect you.   I will have new ink, pen, and paper before I write many more letters.   I think you have been long enough on that dusty plain.   And you should be happy here for a little, or give pleasure to others, and that is much.
Yours devotedly, SABAH